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How Henley lay inspired beside a sink.
And to mere mortals seemed a priest in drink :
While others, timely, to the neighboring Fleet
(Haunt of the muses) made their safe retreat.

BOOK III
BUT in her temple's last recess enclosed.
On Dulness' lap th' anointed head reposed,
Him close she curtains round with vapours blue,
And soft besprinkles with Cimmerian dew.
Then raptures high the seat of sense overflow,
Which, only heads refined from reason know.
Hence, from the straw where Bedlam's prophet nods,
He hears loud oracles, and talks with gods :
Hence the fool's paradise, the statesman's schemej
The air-built castle, and the golden drearn,
The maid's romantic wish, the chemist's flame,
And poet's vision of eternal fame.
And now, on fancy's easy wings conveyed,
The king descending views the Elysian shade.
A slip-shod sibyl led his steps along,
In lofty madness meditating song ;
Her tresses staring from poetic dreams,
And never washed, but in Castalia's streams,
Taylor,, their better Charon, lends an oar,
(Once swan of Thames, though now he sings no more.)
Benlowes, propitious still to blockheads, bows;
And Shadwell nods the poppy on his brows.